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VICARAGE

Monday, $i December

A fine mild spring morning, bright sunshine, the river full, swift
and brown, but falling, the cedars and the bright green lawn
terraces very lovely in the morning sunshine. As I crossed Bred-
wardine Bridge I went in to see the Jenkinses who have kept the
bridge toll gate for 2 months. They seem nice old people. The
old woman was full of strange stories of the countryside. She had
felt beforehand and predicted the coming of the great rainstorm and
waterspout which fell on the Epynt Hills in the summer of 1854 in
July, and swept away the Lawrences' house on the Dihonn brook
near Buiith. She had lived for years at the Holly Bush on the
northern slope of the Black Mountain and her husband had kept
school in the Baptist Chapel at Capel y Ffin. 'There are strange
things about the Black Mountain,' she said, 'but I have travelled the
hills at all hours, night and day, and never saw anything bad. One
time I had been working kte at the Pare on the southern side of the
Mountain down in the dingle and I was coming home pretty late
in the dark. It was about February or March. As I came over the
Bwlch y fingel I was singing to keep my courage up, and I was
singing a hymn out of an old book for I thought I wouldn't sing
anything but what was good then. It was a fine starlight night and
just as I got down into the plain I heard beautiful singing overhead,
like the singing of birds. They seemed to be some great birds
travelling. I could not see them but. they sang and whistled most
beautiful, and they were just overhead. They seemed to be going
away down the mountain towards Caedwgan. And I said to myself
"God bless me from here, there will be a funeral from that house",
and sure enough within a month a dead person was carried out from
Caedwgan.'

I sat up till after midnight to watch the Old Year out and the New
Year in. The bells rang at intervals all the evening, tolled just before
the turn of the night and the year and then rang a joy peal, and rang
on till one o'clock. After I had gone to bed I saw from where I lay
a bright blaze sprung up in the fields beyond the river and I knew
at once that they were keeping up the old custom of Biirning the
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